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SCENE III
talace Threshold:                                                            A Hide later.
athan* Guards of the place,
know me. my tapas. and my wish. Conduct me to your king whom I should see, initiate, exalt And enliven again.
PJiarta: The King sleeps. Hurtba; Awake he should be. Jbatta: Consider this hour, sir. tfuftha; Sun is one to all Pliarta; Let time succeed time. f uftha: Let deed succeed deed. Jhatta: What words are yours, sir?
tfuttba: Dhatta, don't you know
That our tives are boxed in between other lives that come beforeyou I would do much more.
